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wood is the waterfall of which I spoke, a quarter of a
mile from the house. We are three miles from Stowey,
and not two miles from the sea. Wherever we turn
we have woods, smooth downs, and valleys with small
brooks running down them, through green meadows,
hardly ever intersected with hedgerows, but scattered
over with trees. The hills that cradle these valleys
are either covered with fern and bilberries, or oak
woods, which are cut for charcoal. . . . Walks extend
for miles over the hill-tops; the great beauty of which
is their wild simplicity; they are perfectly smooth,
without rocks*

" The Tor of Glastonbury is before our eyes during
more than half of our walk to Stowey \ and in the
park, wherever we go, keeping about fifteen yards
above the house, it makes a part of our prospect"cedown, looks that way. In front is a
